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LXIV.

PARIS, April 15, 1843*

You do not comprehend my generosity in
sacrificing myself to you. You ought to
thank me in order to encourage me. But
you believe that all is due to you. Why is
it that we agree so rarely in our points of
view ? You did well not to talk of Catul-
lus. He is not an author that one should
read in Passion week. One sees very well
in his work what love was in Rome fifty
years before Christ. It was a little better
than love at Athens in the time of Pericles.
Already women were something. They
made men do silly things. Their power
came, I think, not from Christianity, as it
is usual to say, but through the influence
which the barbarians of the North exercised
on Roman society. The Germans were
exalted. They liked minds. The Romans
cared only for the body. It is true that for a
long time women had no minds. They have
not any now in the Orient, and it is a great
pity. You know how two minds talk to each
other. But yours hardly listens to mine.ad seen my name on the post-office
